TO    HIS    MISTRESS    GOING    TO    BED

Come, Madam! come; all rest my powers defy;

Until I labour, I in labour lie.

The foe oft-times having the foe in sight

Is tir'd withstanding though he never fight.

Off with that girdle, like heaven's zone glitt'ring,

But a far fairer world encompassing.

Unpin that spangled breastplate which you wear;

That th'eyes of busy fools may be stopt there.

Unlace yourself, for that harmonious chime

Tells me from you that now it is bed-time.

Off with that happy busk, which I envie.

That still can be, and still can stand, so nigh.

Your gown going off such beauteous state reveals,

As when through flow'ry meads th9 hill's shadow steals

Off with that wyerie coronet, and shew

The hairy diadem which on your head doth grow.

Now off with those shoes, and softly tread

In this Love's hallow'd temple, this soft bed.

In such white robes heaven's angels us'd to be

ReveaPcl to men; thou, angel, bring'st with the$

A heav'n like Mah'met's paradise; and though

111 spirits walk in white, we cas'ly know

By this these angels from an evil sprite;
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